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to his own wandering youth. But whenever Ms letters
mention Old Mortality in its progress, they represent
him as strong in the confidence that the industry with
which he had pored over a library of forgotten tracts
would enable him to identify himself with the time in
which they had birth, as completely as if he had listened
with his own ears to the dismal sermons of Peden, ridden
with Claverhouse and Dalzell in the rout of Bothwell,
and been an advocate at the bar of the Privy Council,
when Lauderdale catechised and tortured the assassins
of Archbishop Sharp. To reproduce a departed age
with such minute and lifelike accuracy as this tale ex-
hibits, demanded a far more energetic sympathy of im-
agination than had been called for in any effort of his
serious verse. It is indeed most curiously instructive for
any student of art to compare the Eoundheads of Rokeby
with the Bluebonnets of Old Mortality. For the rest
— the story is framed with a deeper skill than any of the
preceding novels: the canvas is a broader one; the char-
acters are contrasted and projected with a power and
felicity which neither he nor any other master ever sur-
passed; and, notwithstanding all that has been urged
against him as a disparager of the Covenanters, it is to
me very doubtful whether the inspiration of romantic
chivalry ever prompted him to nobler emotions than he
has lavished on the re-animation of their stern and sol-
emn enthusiasm. This work has always appeared to me
the Marmion of his novels.1
1 [Lady Louisa Stuart, whose approbation Scott writes he values " be-
yond a whole wilderness of critics," says in a letter of December 5,1816 :
" [Old Mortality] is super-excellent in all its points; it "breaks up fresh
ground, and has all the raciness of originality. I cannot help thinking it
will bear down the world before it trmmphantly. As usual it makes its
personages our intimate acquaintance, and its scenes so present to the eye,
that, last night, after sitting up unreasonably late over it, I got no sleep,
from a kind of fever of mind it had occasioned. It seemed as if I had
"been an eye and ear witness of all the passages, and I could not lull the agi-
tation into calmness. Mause and Cuddie hurried my spirits in another way;
they forced me to laugh out aloud, which one seldom does alone* On a

